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Oodgeroo
PAPERBARK-TREE
In the new Dreamtime there lived a woman, an Aborigine, who longed 
for her lost tribe, and for the stories that had belonged to her people; for she 
could remember only the happenings of her own Dreamtime. But the old 
Dreamtime had stolen the stories and hidden them. The woman knew that 
she must search for the old stories -  and through them she might find her 
tribe again.
Before she set off, she looked for her yam-stick and dilly-bag, but Time 
had stolen these, too. She found a sugar-bag that the ants had left and which 
Time had forgotten to destroy, and she picked it up and carried it with her 
wherever she went. Time laughed at her efforts; he thought her new 
dilly-bag was useless.
One day, as she searched, the woman came upon the ashes of a fire her 
own tribe had kindled long ago. Tears came to her eyes, for she yearned for 
her tribe, and felt lonely. She sat down by the ashes and ran her fingers 
through the remains of the fire that had once glowed there. And as she 
looked at the ashes, she called to Biami the Good Spirit to help her find her 
tribe.
Biami told her to go to the paperbark-trees and ask them to give her some 
of their bark. The paperbark-trees loved this woman who had lost her tribe, 
and they gave her their bark. They knew she was not greedy and would not 
take more than she needed. So she put the bark in her dilly-bag.
Then Biami told the woman to return to the dead fire of her tribe, collect 
all the charred sticks, and place these, too, in her bag -  and to do this each 
time she came upon the dead fire of any lost tribe.
Time did not understand what the woman was doing, so he followed her.
She travelled far and wide over the earth, and each time she came upon 
the dead fire of a lost tribe, she would gather the charred sticks, and when 
at last her bag was filled with them, she went to the secret dreaming-places 
of the old tribes. Here she rested and again called to Biami, and asked him 
to help her remember the old stories, so that through them she might find 
her tribe.
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Biami loved this woman, and he put into her mind a new way in which 
she might find those stories and her tribe. The woman sat down and drew 
from her bag the charred pieces of stick she had taken from the dead fires, 
and placed the paperbark flat upon the ground. She drew the sticks across 
the paperbark, and saw that they made marks on its surface.
So she sat for many years, marking the paperbark with the stories of the 
long-lost tribes, until she had used up all the charred remnants she had 
gathered and her bag was empty. In this way she recalled the stories of the 
old Dreamtime, and through them entered into the old life of the tribes.
And when next the paperbark-trees filled the air with the scent of their 
sweet, honey-smelling flowers, they took her into their tribe as one of their 
own, so that she would never again be without the paperbark she needed 
for her work. They called her Oodgeroo. And this is the story of how 
Oodgeroo found her way back into the old Dreamtime. Now she is happy, 
because she can always talk with the tribes whenever she wants to. Time has 
lost his power over her because Biami has made it so.
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Dawn Wail for the Dead
Dim light of daybreak now 
Faintly over the sleeping camp.
Old lubra first to wake remembers: 
First thing every dawn 
Remember the dead, cry for them. 
Softly at first her wail begins,
One by one as they wake and hear 
Join in the cry, and the whole camp 
Wails for the dead, the poor dead 
Gone from here to the Dark Place: 
They are remembered.
Then it is over, life now,
Fires lit, laughter now,
And a new day calling.
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No More Boomerang
No more boomerang 
No more spear;
Now all civilized -  
Colour bar and beer.
No more corroborée,
Gay dance and din.
Now we got movies,
And pay to go in.
No more sharing 
What the hunter brings. 
Now we work for money, 
Then pay it back for things.
Now we track bosses 
To catch a few bob,
Now we go walkabout 
On bus to the job.
One time naked,
Who never knew shame; 
Now we put clothes on 
To hide whatsaname.
No more gunya,
Now bungalow,
Paid by higher purchase 
In twenty year or so.
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Lay down the stone axe, 
Take up the steel,
And work like a nigger 
For a white man meal.
No more firesticks 
That made the whites scoff. 
Now all electric,
And no better off.
Bunyip he finish,
Now got instead 
White fella Bunyip,
Call him Red.
Abstract picture now -  
What they coming at? 
Cripes, in our caves we 
Did better than that.
Black hunted wallaby, 
White hunt dollar;
White fella witch-doctor 
Wear dog-collar.
No more message-stick; 
Lubras and lads 
Got television now,
Mostly ads.
Lay down the woomera, 
Lay down the waddy.
Now we got atom-bomb, 
End everybody.
